find two distressed females a house? We merely want a
small house with large rooms, and plenty of them.'
* Evie, I like that! Miss Schlegel expects me to turn house
agent for her!'
'What's that, father?9
*I want a new home in September, and someone must
find it. I can't.'
'Percy, do you know of anything?'
'I can't say I do,' said Mr Cahill.
'How like you! You're never any good.'
'Never any good. Just listen to her! Never any good.
Oh, corne!'
'Well, you aren't. Miss Schlegel, is he?'
The torrent of their love, having splashed these drops at
Margaret, swept away on its habitual course. She sympa-
thized with it now, for a little comfort had restored her
geniality. Speech and silence pleased her equally, and
while Mr Wilcox made some preliminary inquiries about
cheese, her eyes surveyed the restaurant, and admired its
well-calculated tributes to the solidity of our past. Though
no more Old English than the works of Kipling, it had
selected its reminiscences so adroitly that her criticism was
lulled, and the guests whom it was nourishing for imperial
purposes bore the outer semblance of Parson Adams or
Tom Jones. Scraps of their talk jarred oddly on the ear.
* Right you are! I'll cable out to Uganda this evening,' came
from the table behind. * Their Emperor wants war; well, let
him have it,' was the opinion of a clergyman. She smiled at
such incongruities. 'Next time,' she said to Mr Wilcox, eyou
shall come to lunch with me at Mr Eustace Miles's.'
'With pleasure.'
'No, you'd hate it,' she said, pushing her glass towards
him for some more cider. ' It's all proteins and body build-
ings, and people come up to you and beg your pardon, but
you have such a beautiful aura/
'A what?'
'Never heard of an aura? Oh, happy, happy man! I
scrub at mine for hours. Nor of an astral plane?'
He had heard of astral planes, and censured them.
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